Boldly  dare  the  azure  summit, 
Hope  to  win  and  strive  to  hold ; 

He  who  rears  by  line  and  plummet 
Builds  for  ages  yet  untold  ; 

Doubting,  fearing,  wanting,  trust, 

Soul-bom  beauties  faie  to  dust. 
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I.  B.  TAYLOR,  ESQUIRE, 
editor  of  "the  ottawa  citizen." 

Sir, 

I  beg  leave  in  return  for  the  many  kindnesses  which  I  have 
received  at  your  hands,  to  dedicate  to  you,  this,  the  first  poem  which  I  offer 
for  universal  criticism. 

From  you  I  received  my  first  encouragement,  and  to  you,  should  this 
little  waif  bring  praise,  I  offer  my  first  laurels,  but  should  it  prove  un- 
worthy of  its  dedication,  then  I  can  but  still  remain 

Gratefully  yours, 

The  Author. 
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When  the  leaves  were  brown  and  golden, 
And  the  flowers  lay  dead  around, 
And  zephyrs  were  faintly  sighing 
For  the  summer  slowly  dying, 
Then  I  found: 

Midst  nature's  beauties  fading — 
Midst  the  scenes  she  loved  so  well, 
A  dark-eyed  Gripsy  maiden 
With  the  drooping  treasures  laden 
With  the  wild  flowers  of  each  dell. 
And  she  twined  them  in  a  garland, 
And  she  placed  them  on  her  head, 
And  she  smiled  with  tender  sadness 
When  I  told  her  they  were  dead — 
That  their  fragrance  had  departed  ; 
That  they  were  no  more  of  earth  ; 
That  they  had  died  broken  hearted 
For  the  days  that  gave  them  birth. 
That  the  summer  time  was  over, 
And  the  spring  seemed  like  a  dream  ; 
That  the  fields  of  scented  clover 
Were  scantless.    That  the  stream 
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That  glided  past  her  doorway 

Would  in  fetters  soon  be  bound, 

And  of  all  the  forest  songsters 

But  the  Red-breast  bird  be  found. 

She  smiling  gazed  upon  me, 

Still  weaving  in  her  hair, 

The  trophies  she  had  gathered 

Looking  than  their  Queen  more  fair. 

Know  you,  saith  she,  Stranger  Aitist, 

Stranger  Poet,  if  you  be ; 

Know  you  that  these  blossoms  fading 

Are  to  me  though  far  less  laden 

Than  with  perfume,  in  spring  they  were  ; 

Are  more  dear  than  spring's  hrst  blossom 

And  I  press  them  to  my  bosom 

For  the  tale  they  told  to  me. 

As  I  wandered  by  yon  brooklet, 

Silver  sparkling  in  the  dell, 

With  a  youth  so  noble,  handsome 

That  I  thought  from  heaven  he  fell — 

On  one  stilly  day  in  summer 

When  e'en  bird  and  bee  and  flower  ; 

All  had  caught  up  the  contagion ; 

All  enjoyed  an  idle  hour. 

Mean  I  not  the  glittering  season 

Grand  and  gorgeous  after  spring, 

But  the  days  of  nature  mourning 

Which  the  winter  heralds  in. 

As  one  day  in  Indian  summer 

We  so  slowly  wandered  there, 

I  unto  his  soft  words  listening, 

He  proclaiming  me  so  fair ; 

Slow  my  hand  in  his  was  prisoned 
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Fast,  my  mind  was  serpent  bound 
Like  some  sunny  southern  warbler, 
By  the  glance  I  on  me  found ; 
Full  of  Passion,  full  of  sadness — 
Full  of  Love,  less  pure  than  wild  ; 
Full  of  all— My  Idyl  lover 
Soon  had  robbed  the  Gripsy  child 
Of  the  charm  that  lured  him  to  her, 
That  shone  through  her  childish  face : 
And  the  virgin  heart  for  him  beating 
Would  have  robbed  her  of  its  grace . 
But  my  glance  I  downward  bending, 
Striving  to  resist  his  power ; 
Striving  to  escape  his  glances, 
Fell  upon  a  dying  flower. 
Flower,  I  had  in  the  spring  time 
Seen,  remembering  of  its  birth, 
"When  it  bloomed  within  an  Eden  : 
Flower,  eden,  if  there's  one  on  earth 
Seen  in  all  the  regal  splendor 
Which  a  flower  can  own  below, 
For  surpassing  in  its  beauty, 
Any  flower  which  there  did  grow, 
And  the  words  of  praise  fell  for  it, 
Sweet  and  welcome  to  its  ear, 
And  it  strove,  surpassed  its  comrades, 
And  was  Queen  of  all  the  year ; 
And  a] one  I  now  beheld  it 
Far  from  its  native  soil,  me  nigh 
Drooping  sad,  deserted,  faded, 
Cast  aside  and  left  to  die  ; 
And  it  whispered  clearly  to  me 
As  I  bent  my  willing  ear 
To  the  false  vows  of  my  lover, 


8 


THE  AUTUMN  WREATH. 


G-ipsy  maiden  flee  from  here  ! 

Listen  not  to  adulation, 

Bend  you  not  'fore  words  of  praise, 

But  thy  beauty  he  doth  covet, 

And  like  me  in  other  days, 

When  thy  brightness  dim  and  faded 

Shall  have  lost  their  charm  t'  his  eye, 

He'll  forget  the  days  he  praised  it — 

Cast  thee  like  me,  aside  to  die. 

He  doth  wish  it  now  to  gather, 

While  thy  beauty's  morn  is  bright, 

But  like  me,  when  thou  hast  faded, 

When  doth  come  thy  beauty's  night, 

In  some  far  off  land  he'll  leave  thee  ; 

Leave  thee  there  to  droop  and  die ; 

He'll  forget  you  once  could  charm  him — 

Break  his  spell :  Fly !  maiden,  fly ! 

Slow  my  eyes  I  then  uplifted 
Free  in  heart  and  mind  and  will ; 
Slow  my  hand  from  out  its  thraldom 
Came,  though  heart  was  captive  still. 
Calm  my  words  and  slow  were  spoken, 
Part  thee  hence  a  year  ;  and  then 
Come  again  and  I  will  listen 
To  thy  cause,  come  plead  it  then ! 
Slow  he  spoke,  and  calm  and  stately, 
Tried  he  all  the  while  to  seem ; 
But  a  curl  his  lips  had  wreathed, 
And  his  dark  eyes  flashed  with  pride ; 
And  he  swore  you  never  loved  me, 
Or  you  now  would  be  my  bride. 
Here  then,  by  the  heart  I  cherish, 
By  my  hopes  of  heaven  above, 
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Swear  I  to  forget  you  never, 

Though  you  doom  we  now  must  sever 

To  meet  again  no  more  for  ever ; 

To  meet  no  more,  my  love. 

And  he  passed  from  out  the  valley ; 

And  he  never  said  Grood-bye  ! 

And  though  heart  of  mine  was  bursting, 

Still  one  quivering  suppressed  sigh  ; 

Still  one  silent  calm  G-od  bless  you ; 

He  had  gone,  he  said  for  ever, 

And  I  wished  but  to  die. 

And  the  flowers  have  come  arid  faded, 

And  the  birds  have  been  and  gone ; 

And  the  stream  both  chained  and  chainless, 

And  a  year  begun  and  done, 

Have  been  since  we  two  parted, 

And  to-day  he  should  be  here  ; 

And  I  should  be  to  listen 

To  his  words  then  held  so  dear. 

But  lovers  have  been  plenty 

For  me  and  for  him  too  : 

And  I  Well,  I'm  still  constant ; 

And  He,  He's  proved  u:itrue. 

And  to  another  maiden 

His  tales  of  love  he  tells, 

And  again  he's  vowing  constancy, 

And  she  like  me,  she  dwells— 

Well,  no  matter,  for  those  moments 

Where,  so  sweet  could  never  last, 

And  now  I  feel  my  freedom 

When  I  am  free  at  last. 

And  to-day,  I  for  that  maiden, 

Can  offer  up  a  prayer  ; 
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Can  wish  her  joy  and  happiness: 

A  life  nndimmed  by  care, 

And  thank  the  Lord  of  Goodness, 

As  I  supplicate  his  power, 

For  the  lesson  taught  a  year  ago 

By  the  beauteous  dying  flower. 

My  love  was  but  a  loyer, 
My  Idol  was  but  clay ; 
My  angel  image  flew  off  then ; 
My  love  took  flight  to-day — 
I  now  believe  that  baauty, 
When  wed  for  beauty's  worth, 
Shall  lose  her  love  as  speedily, 
E'en  as  that  love  took  birth. 
And  I  still  wait  for  a  lover 
Who  shall  love  me  for  my  heart, 
And  this  chaplet  now  I'm  wreathing 
And  entwining  in  my  hair, 
Till  I  meet  that  true  born  lover, 
I  intend  that  I  shall  wear  ; 
That  I  never  may  forget  me 
When  they  woo  me  for  my  face — 
The  boon  I  owe  the  flower 
That  e'en  in  its  dying  hour 
Taught  me  the  simple  lesson 
That  kept  me  from  disgrace. 

And  every  autumn  season 
When  the  summer  days  are  by, 
I  shall  cull  each  lonely  blossom 
That's  been  left  behind  to  die ; 
And  retain  it  while  a  fragrance 
On  its  dead  leaves  lingering  stay, 
As  I  would  some  one  had  kept  me 
Had  I  then  been  led  astray. 
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The  maiden  stopped  her  weaving 

The  wreath.    The  tale  was  done  ; 

The  pine  tree  shadows  lengthened, 

As  faded  slow  the  sun  ; 

The  maiden  bowed  and  trembled  ; 

The  Poet  took  her  hand, 

And  twined  The  Autumn  Chaplet 

Around  it  as  a  bond — 

Then  by  love's  magic  lifted 

Her  eyes  unto  his  face, 

And  told  her  how  since  then  He  too 

Had  learned  to  live  in  grace. 

She  clasped  him  m  her  arms, 

Then  whispered  low  aside, 

I  still  shall  wear  the  flowers 

For  making  me  your  bride. 

And  still  we're  chaplets  wreathing 
But  no,  not  now  as  then, 
But  to  show  as  how  a  victory 
By  both  was  needed — Won. 
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He  said  that  he  loved  me; 

I  would  not  believe  him — 
Too  sweet  was  the  knowledge — 

Too  sweet  to  be  true. 
I  treasured  his  accents; 

Yet  could  not  deceive  him, 
His  heart  was  off  wandering  ; 

I  knew  'twas  with  you. 

He  looked  in  my  face, 

And  his  eye  soft  and  tender, 
Was  beaming  with  passion, 

Sweet,  pure  and  divine. 
I  had  thirsted  for  years, 

For  that  moment  to  render 
My  heart  to  his  keeping ; 
Yet  would  not  while  thine 

Was  the  heart  that  he  loved  ; — 
Was  the  heart  that  he  cherished : 
For  I  thought  had  you  lost 
His  sweet  love,  you  had  perished. 

His  arm  was  around  me ; 

His  heart  'gainst  mine  beating; 
His  cheek  soft  as  velvet 

Was  pressed  unto  mine. 
I  could  not  resist : 

From  his  lips  came  a  greeting ; 
A  greeting  of  friendship, 

From  him  I  thought  thine. 
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He  looked  in  my  eyes, 

And  he  told  me  his  sorrow  ; 
That  once  he  had  loved  you ; 

That  yon  were  untrue — 
I  told  him  you'd  turn 

'Fore  the  dawn  of  the  morrow. 
He  said  he'd  ne'er  trust  you  ; 
That  now  when  he  knew 

That  you  scorn'd  not  to  wound  him  ; 
That  she  whom  he  cherished 
Could  turn  to  upbraid  him  ; 
His  love  for  her  perished. 

I  plead  for  thy  cause, 

For  I  thought  naught  but  madness 
Could  ever  seduce  thee 

To  break  the  sweet  chain 
That  bound  ye  together  ; 

And  yet,  what  a  gladness 
Was  mine  at  his  words  : 

I'll  ne'er  love  her  again. 

I  can  turn  from  my  anger  ; 

Can  pity,  forgive  her  ; 
Can  meet  her  and  smile 

As  I  smiled  before  ; 
But  she'd  kneel  and  she'd  swear, 

Yet  I  would  not  believe  her, 
Nor  love  her  as  once 

I  have  loved  her  of  yore. 

And  his  eye  it  grew  soft, 

And  his  heart  quick  was  beating, 
For  the  tears  glistened  bright 

On  my  warm  tinged  cheek ; 
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And  his  arm  was  entwined 

Eound  my  neck,  and  a  greeting 
He  pressed  on  my  lips 

As  he  finished  to  speak. 

And  he  said  that" he  loved  me. 
And  now  I  believed  him — 
And  ceased  to  plead  for  thee, 
To  think  his  heart  thine, 
And  I  felt  0  so  happy, 
That  you  had  deceived  him ; 
For  that  love  was  worth  having ; 
Once  thine,  but  now  mine. 

And  he  gazed  in  my  face. 

And  his  eyes  beamed  with  gladness 
When  I  told  him  I  loved  him 

Since  years  long  ago  : 
And  then  he  forgave  all  thy  folly  and  madness 

And  blessed  the  hour 
When  he  told  you  to  go. 


